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tauntingly up and down before the strangely silent ranks of the
soldiers in the Parliament Square. Before they ventured further,
they must know what message might have come from the King
at Haga, what orders had been issued to the Royal Guard.

No message had come from Haga; there had hardly been
time for any. And, though a century and a half has passed
since that shameful day in the annals of Sweden, no annalist
has yet been able to discover what orders were issued to the
Guard, or why they stood silent while the Grand Marshal of
Sweden was done to death beneath the House of Peers.

For barred windows could not hold out the mob, nor the
lock of a guard-room door. Bisking blank cartridge and ball,
they hurled themselves against his refuge, broke down every
barrier, and hauled their victim out into the sunlight. They
were tearing his clothes from him till he stood half-naked, they
were wrenching out the grey hairs of his once venerable head.
Lest they should still fear magic, a sailor rushed in, hacking
at his finger with a knife, twisting away the ring that might
keep him from their hatred. His hours of agony were closing now.
He had begun to see his home through the mist of blood that
welled across his eyes. In the midst of the thunder that throbbed
and bruised his brain, he heard strange voices, the boyish
laughter of a sister, the whisperings of a Queen. And then, clear
and high, a voice unsteady with wine, above the grinning
statues, the moonlit waters of a pond. "Do you know Greek?"
it said, fantastically inapt. "A pastor once told me that the
Greek word for 'witness' was the same as the word for 'martyr'.''

They had him down. They were kicking and beating at him.
A sailor with heavy sea-boots was trampling and jumping on
his body. They fell back for a moment, since they had done
all that was needed. They saw his lips move, hushed each
other's screeching to listen. They waited to catch the dying
words of the proud oppressor, the parasite of Kings, the
poisoner of the Nation's darling. Let him call on his Kings
now, if their ghosts could prevail against the just wrath of an
avenging People. They strained their ears. towards their
prostrate victim, for his breath came short and feeble.

"Christ, take me to You," he whispered to the King of Kings.
" Christ, forgive them by whose deed I come."